Organization, which until that time had had open Bulgarian
official support, and this was lucky because otherwise Vlada the
Chauffeur would by his revolver shot have produced an
immediate Yugoslav-Bulgar war, if not a European war, and
Europe has had enough wars about that particularly dreary
stretch of mountainous land, which has been so ravaged down
the centuries that the Bulgars truly say 'Better a Rumanian
wife or a ship at sea, than a house in Macedonia3, and that is
saying something.

Vlada the Chauffeur is for me an absorbing study. I saw a
piqture of him, naked, propped up in his coffin, that was taken
by the French police for the use of their Yugoslav colleagues.
He had died a terrible death, his skull smashed by a sabre cut,
his body riddled by bullet holes and sword thrusts, and yet in
death he seemed as full of fight as ever, his face defiant and
truculent. He was not a Macedonian, but South Bulgarian,
so that he could not have had the burning resentment against
his victim that an actual son of Macedonia might feel. He
seemed to have been just a paid gunman, who efficiently
bumped off Ivantcho Michailoff's enemies, and got off scot-free
through political protection. What on earth could have made
the risks he took at Marseilles seem worth while to him?
He could not have expected to escape. Or did he cherish that
hope, and did his accomplices fail to cover his getaway?

But to revert. The ill wind that blew Italy to Abyssinia
brought good to Yugoslavia, and a few months after Alexander's
death, Yugoslavia, who had lived in mortal fear of an Italian
attack ever since the war and had always wondered whether
her allies would really come to her aid, found herself over-
whelmed by offers of friendship from all quarters.

Italy, after surviving triumphant one experience of a world
united against her, and of Yugoslavia with the other Mediter-
ranean States pledged to support England against her if war
came in that blue sea, completely changed* her policy and
ardently sought her friendship. For the Yugoslavs Italy remains
the enemy, with designs on the lovely Dalmatian coast, they
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